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'You'll get Orange, my nurse
And her bright yellow hair
And a peck of red gold,
Although she's my flower.'

*O where is that nurse Orange ?
Go send her to me.
She can hold the silver basin
While your heart's blood runs free.

'Now, shall I kill her, Orange ?
Or shall I let her be ?'
'Oh kill her, kill her, Lamkin,
For she's been no good to me.'

'Go scour the silver basin,
Go scour it nice and clean,
To hold the lady's heartblood
For she comes of noble kin/

* There needs no basin, Lamkin,
Let the blood run through the floor.
What better is the heartblood
Of the rich than of the poor ?'

'Did you ever want for meat, Orange ?
Did you ever want for gold ?
Or ever want for anything
A lady fine could hold ?'

'I never wanted meat, ma'am,
Nor have I wanted gold,
But often I wanted many things
A lady fine could hold.'

So with that the bold Lamkin
He stuck his knife keen,
And the rich lady's heartblood
It dropped on the stone.